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By ADDISON HOWARD GIBSON
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86 RE you sure we are on the right I
trail, father?” asked June Has- !

kins, peering anxiously out of

the covered wagon acrosg

miles of tawny desert, relieved only

by straggling clumps of dwarfed sage-
brush and eactus. !

“The stranger we passed at the last
water hole directed us this way,” an-
old man as he thrust a
white head and a weather beaten face
forward to take a fresh survey of their
surroundings. ‘‘There were so many
trails there I might have made a mis-
take. This isn’t a very well marked
one, but we'd best follow it T don't,
want to turn baek,” fretfully.

The wagon was old, and the wheels
creaked dismally as the ill matched
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|

1

‘“'WE CAN TRUST IN GOD TO HILP US,™ |
SAID THE GIRL.

team, a jadei, rawboned horse and a
plueky little mule, pulled it along over |
obHierated trail H

“Puvor old Bob!" sald the girl pity-
ingly, looking at the horse as he pant- |
ed and flounndered along in the sand, |
tryingz to do hkis share. *1 don't be-'
lieve he will last to the next wuter':
bole if we are on the right trail.”

“Te dees scem nearly done for,” re-
turned her father. “The trip's been
too hard for him, but 1 did think he'd |
stand it with Pecksniff to get us to the
mines.”

A mile farther on they were obliged
to stop. Old Bob had given out. June
jumped from the wagon and undid
the harness, leading the horse to the
hack of the wagon. She was just
bringing bim a basin of water from
the meacer supply in the little keg, |
which had been flled at the last wa-
tering place, when, with a groan, old
Bob sank to the ground. In a few
moments bhe was dead.

The girl could not keep back the
tears us she gazed upon the stiffened
limbs of Old Bob.

“Well, well!” exclaimed her father,
a qguaver in his voice. *“Old Bob’s a
goner.” Then he turned away, rubbing
his hardened hands in nervous bewil-
derment. *“This is n eheerful situation
for us, June, and Thanksgiving day at
that! Here we are with only Pecksniff
left alone out here in the desert forty
miles from nowhere and scarcely
enough food in the wagon to feed a
jack rahbit. I've brought you to this.
I've always been a crazy old fool.”

“No, no, father,” sald June, recover-
ing herself to cheer the disheartened
old man. “We both thought it was
best to go to the mines, where you are
sure to gei work. Never mind. We'll
rest an hour or two; then we'll take
Pecksniff and go on to the mines on
foot. You can ride and I'll walk.”

“We can't ride Pecksniff,” returned
the old man as the girl led him back
to *he wagon. “He bucks like the
dickens. No, June,” in a despairing
tone; “we never can rench the mines
without help. 1 tell yon we are in a
worse fix than you think.”

“We ean trust In God to help us,"”
sald the girl as she assisted ber father
back into the wagon.

Although late in November, the sun
tn the cloudless sky shone down upon
the arid sand of the desert with great
force. Blue Hills off to the south loom-
ed vaguely in the hazy distance, and a
broad mirage bordered the horizon.

Presently out of the quivering heat
swaves a horseman rode toward the

stranded wagon.
“Hello!” he called,

gn almost

reining In his

| horse a few feet in front of the wagon
| vYou've met with bad luck, I see”
! geanning the carcass of old Rob.

At the sound of the horseman’s voice

| June Haskins® face went white, then

red, by turns. Her heart began such a
wild beating she could gcarcely keep
fronr erying ont. In gpite of the six

' years since she had last seen Kenneth
' Doilund, in spite of tbe beard and the

I

costime which had changed his ap
pearauce so vastly, she recognized the
man at once. She quickly drew back
within the shadow of the wagon cover
to escape his recognition.

“Yes, bad luck,” Haskins replied in
a hopeless tone. As he spoke .Il:n:leI
glanced quickly at her father’s face. !
Wounld he recognize the horseman?’
She was !n a nervous dread lest he
should Their situation was deplora-
ble enough without having to undergo
the renewal of the old family quarrel
out there on the desert. But as her

. You over there,

| a smile, “and if you don’'t like Blue

& . | - II ﬁ’
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father gave no sign that he remember
ed the man she sank back in the seat
relieved.

“Where are you bound?” asked Ken-
neth Dolland.

“To Crawley’s mines,” answered
Haskins,
“Crawley’s mines?” with surprise.

“You're thirty miles out of your way.”
“As bad as that?" said the old man,
sighing despondently. “You were
right, June. We're on the wrong trail.”
As Haskins turned to his daughter
with the heiplessness of old age in
trounble the horseman caught a full
view of the girl's face. - Thelr eyes
met. With a quick start he eried:

“You here!”

Instantly June’s eyes enjoined him
to silence. With an effort Kenneth
Dolland controlled his desire to speak
to the woman he loved, the one that
he had wandered hundreds of miles
from the old home to forget.

“What did you say?” inquired the
old man, looking curiously at the horse-
man.

“That it's fortunate I found you,'” re-
turned Dolland, shooting an under-
standing look from his eyes straight at
the girl.

“Yes,” agreed Haskins, *we'd be
mighty grateful for some help just
now. You see,” he went on, waxing
confldential under the stranger’s evl-
dent sympathetlc Interest. “when 1
came west from Missouri I got a little
orchard in the hi!'s near the Slerra
Madre mountnins Everything was
promising, frueit fine, but the mountain
fires swept down on us, burning us out | §
of honse and home. I know Crawley,
and if I ean reach his mines he'll give
me work.”

“Maybe you wouldn't object to help-
ing me,” said the young man. *“I have
a good Ilittle mine in Blue Hills,
about five miles from here. I am at
present alone except my cook, Ching
Lee. I have tents and plenty of food
and water. If you're willing I'll hitch
my horse alongside that pugnacious
fellow,” indicatinz Pecksniff, who was
showing some hostile demonstrations
toward the sirange horse, “and drive
You will be my
Thanksgiving guests,” he added, with

. By GOODLOE THOMAS.

Night befo’ Thanksgivia’ dream’ de tuhkey got away—
Lawzee, | was sadl
Thought he saw me wif de ax an’ perked his haid
an’' say,
«Dat looks mighty bad.”

Way be flew, an' me a-chasin’ out into de wood,
Fas’ ez | could go:
Tubkey lookin’ back an’ laughin’ (s it a tuhkey
could),
“Man, yo's awful slow.”

Tubkey got away, an’ whain | waken Io de mawn
Haht wuz jes’ like lead;

Copyright, 1913, by American Press Association,

Couldn’t realize dat all dem things wuz goin’ on
While I's lo muh bed.

Whain | rubbed muh cyes a bit an’ peeped out in de
yahd,
Right away felt good,
Seeln’ dat ol' gebblah's head stuck op an' beggio’
hahd
Fo’ his breakfas’ food.

Mighty thankful fo' muh blessin’—dat s what | ls—
An', "twix' me an you,

Waitin' fo’ muh dinnah heah, I's thaonkful dat | ria
'Fore dat drecam comsz (rpe.
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the Crawley mines.”

Years ago the HHaskinses and the Dol-
lands had lived on adjoining farms in
Missourl. In spite of a bitter gquarrel
that existed Letween the heads of the
family, Kengeth and June loved each
other. When Haskins had discovered
the attachment he had angrily dismiss-
ed the young man, sold out and left

ing for gold in the far west.

After weary days of wandering over
dusty, half obliterated trails, where
the bleached skeletons of ill fated ani-
mals hinted many a terrible tale of
sulfering. the tired old man and his
faithful daughter found Blue Hills an

{deal retreat.
Obeying the directions of his em-

Ching Lee was soon busy in

stalwart young man determinedly fol-
lowing them. Suddenly the anger left
his face, and he moved toward Ken-
neth. :

“I've been an old fool. Ken,” he sald,
#put 1 won't stand between you and
June apy longer. It isn't any ase to
fight love and Providence.”

holiday seasous, j
Sometimes a homesick girl in ni

strange city Is given ear fare home for
the Thanksgiving gathering she would |

otherwise miss. Once a music lover
was given a season ticket to the sym- |
phony concerts. Again a doctor’s bill

that had worried a young stenogra-

~ pher who had her mother to support

eiferdeslebddor

Vegetable decorations are-the feature
of many 'Thanksgiving parties, espe
cially In the country. The turkey is
decorated with strings of crannberries
tiny sausages apd small yellow onions
A large fiat. round basket filled with
yellow toned vegetables serves as a

centerplece.
The appetizer consists of anchovics

the country. L'-nub!e to trac; tllle | was quietly paid. |
gmverﬁieuts rm uagl‘:ﬁsg?ﬁne t;;;: ofesfesfesledfeide i - ; In speaking of her pretty custom the
espairing of ever Hnci ‘ 3 % | owner of the thank offering box said.
neth had buried himself in prospect-| § THANKSGIVING NOVELTIES:%: “Never have I known what lh:::;kful-i'

pess really meant until I started my |
box and saw the joy my thankfulness)
brings to others.” &

Such a box, besides cultlvating one’s
bump of gratitude and making others !
equally grateful. cannot but afford
great pleasure and interest in the
spending. It is a gracious thought onc
more woman conld profitably put into
practice. i

I euppose many people will say it Is trea-
s0n

To renounce the great fowl of the holiday
Be=on,

But the juicy reast becf, 1 would have
you remembey,

Is as good in July 28 it 13 In November.

ployer, inz of carrot resting on 2
itehen preparing dinner for| curled in @ ring of cab ; s It's an all the time friend. und the ones
ge ahedtsldtf.‘hen pre s . small lettuce leaf. With the \‘u:.'.ct'.lhi-l.' Thanksgvi“g In the' nunt” who stick to it
e gueslts. galad small carrots molded of sorit - ; ! Will never have cause to regret or to
By JOE CONE. { rue it,

«“wWe'll eat our Thanksgiving meal
together under the trees,” announced

as he watched June's deft fingers ar-
tablecloth of paper napkins.

hands.
Looking up from her self appointed

Kenneth, his eyes flashing with joy |

! #8 called

yellow cheese are served with a sprig
of parsley in the end. The dessert Is a
garden basket maie of spun sugar
filled with ice cream vegetables with

The Japanese Thanksgiving, which
the Kan-uame Matsuri, ot

fixin's one an” all. {
Pile 'em high upon the table for the
big an' fur the small |

BRLNG on the turkey, mother, an’ tha

Bring on the sass an’ dressin’. Don't leave |
anything behind, |

While the wisdom of feasting on turkey 1
question,

Since it often is known to produce indi-
gestion

ranging a : gl
Gertnhl; details of the feast the girl had their natural eolor and warkings. It is s‘é?ﬁst:l’of:a the dinner, it is time m. 8o T'll pass the proud turkey with all my
s y J 3 . | good wlihes
insisted on taking out of Ching Lee's Thanksgiving Day In Japan. An o Aphes ‘tﬂi 1 reckon, is the bIgEest  Apng ywill choose for myself such delecta-
iing in n. ble dishoes ‘

As the pood ald relinble bean of the navy,
A cut of roast beel ard a lot of brown

task, J:jne encounttle:'ed Ke;llllzt:'swg - “Festival of Divine Tasting.” comes Cuz tod;:y we wanll.‘ tn; sample, mother, oty
—yearning, appealing. ymmediately nfter the rice crop Is | each an’ ev'ry kind ) =

alone, sheltered by the tree. Her fa- gathered. The streets blossom with So dg:nt_t rr\irriil:l 3:: Ig:ddin. an pleasc! Grondmo. Did Fricrc.

ther was behind the big tent insi ¥ Today's Thanksgivin, mother, an’ we're An ol Iy Langhiod inmaoderately

| ing an ore dump. Ching Lee saw only
| his appetizing roast, which he was
| pasting. As Kenneth opened his arms
| she did not resist him.

lanterns and fiags. and the first rice of
the gurnered crop is solemnly offered
to the gods by the emperor in the pal-
ace chapel and by the priests at every
Shinto shrine. After the ceremonies

goin' to travel high. |

i

Ain’t thet turkey jest « < isy? Ain't he

juley. plump an' 1 i
Don't he make you hun,

he fit fur gny crown?

i {
mather? Aln't'

af n story 1041 st o dinuer in Chleago.
The stary tollor looked ot her Inqulr-
ingly.
“0h.” sghe yasped, “it's n great favor-
fte of mine. The tirst time 1 benrd It 1

“My June! AtlastI find youl” was| ... concluded there is feasting. : A — _

the cry of the..' man's pentup heart. : S mreee Seel s:!flsn;“;";:!in':::."i.l_';’_ RN "h“i laughed so hard 1 ::i:lut:-‘!ml;i:;kml the

Just as their lips met the old man's How the Hollander Celebrates. Oh, I tell you. motber, children, this is I""'f"'l';-“]i off iy erib!—Saturday
Cvening 1’ost.

voice demanded harshly:

The Dutch ased to celehrate their !

heaven, jest about!

Draw your chairs around the table; l00s- |
L}

He stood eating a~ sort of | e
HHer Strang Hint.

“What docs this mean?’ full Thanksgiving by | en buttons where you kin: |
before the trapped lovers, his face Spanish nodgepodge of stewed menl | you don't want your highest collars in- R e (o s S e
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ecay i Today's Thanksgivin'.
Tou d ol been on the wane. l

Aln't it Smylkins. when vour are holding it in
good to Le alive? |

ter went on
, your bhaud = Chiciago Tribmne

eh? 1 know you DOW.

) me here just to get June in your pow-
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